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Ziza, with people standing about and various articles
spread out behind the cars, I looked at them with
my field-glasses and circled over them, but could not
quite make out whether they were effecting repairs or
picnicking. I made a note of what the great "Upland
of the Winds'* looked like between L.G. M and L.G. O.
Its colour was almost that of a slate with a dull polish,
with great tiger skins flung across it. There was a
bad head wind and it took us just two hours to cross
the "Upland" into the "Kingdom of What Wasn't."
Summers cut off rather more of the corner than I did,
and got ahead of me. I was anxious to see L.G. IX
which I had never yet seen, and was this time rewarded
by finding it in the angle made by the convergence of
the track round the end of the spur of hills and the track
that cuts across them.

When we started off from Heliopolis, Corporal Searle
had been suffering from a boil on his ear, and the doctor
had come to the aerodrome just before we set off and told
me that he ought not to work wireless. However,
about half-way across the "Uplands of the Winds"
Searle could not resist it any longer and sent me a
message asking if he could carry on. I replied, "Yes,
if you feel well enough." During the next few minutes
I got a perfect flood of messages, intercepted and other-
wise. That Sueida, the city of the Druse, was still
burning, and that Air Vice-Marshal Brancker was
coming along with two D,H.9a'$. We kept hearing
their messages all the way along, and I tried to calculate
when we should meet. I was well on the left of the
track at about 7,000 feet approaching L.G. R when I
caught sight of them flying fairly low down on the
other side of the track. As we passed the Air Vice-